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One 


It was a particularly cold January in the town where Metallica lived. Snow covered the houses, pavements and 
cars; a sparkling blanket of white lying over the neighbourhood. Silver frost rimed the tree branches and the 


sky above was a sullen, gloomy grey. 


Inside Metallica's apartment, it was a little warmer but perhaps as gloomy, at least from Kirk's present point 


of view. 


"Shit! Fucking hell, I'm dead again!" Kirk nearly threw the joystick away form him in disgust. "| can never get 
past stupid fucking level 3!" James looked up from the rock magazine he was reading and smirked. 


"Dude, its only Pacman. All the levels are the fucking same". 


"No they're not", said Kirk. He pushed the joystick away from him, leaned back in his chair and crossed his 
arms. "It gets progressively harder as you play". 


"Like my dick then’, said James. Lars and Jason burst out laughing and Kirk rolled his eyes. 


"Humph, funny! l'm gonna go and get ready anyway". Kirk got up off the computer chair and Lars dropped the 
book he was reading and quickly took Kirk's now vacant position. 


"Time to play a different game". He switched off the Commodore and pulled the Pacman cartridge out from the 
back. "Where are you going out to Kirk?" 


‘I'm gonna visit my aunt and uncle, | promised them I'd go round today and help with redecorating the kitchen". 


"Ah, so you'll be about a hour in the bathroom, doing your hair", said James.."just for it to get all messed up 


when you start working’. Kirk gave James the middle finger and flounced out of the room. 


James grinned and reached for another can of beer and Jason picked up Lars' discarded book and looked at it. It 


was titled Artic Survival and there was a picture of a vast, icy wasteland on the cover. 


"Artic survival? Hey Lars, | know we're having a bad winter for Cali but don't you think this is a little 


extreme?" 

Its a story book my mom bought me for Christmas’, said Lars. "It's fucking brilliant, it's about these SAS 
guys whose plane crashes on an island in the Svalbard archipelago and they have to try and get to 
Longyearbyen before they freeze to death or are eaten by polar bears". 

"Ha, a bit colder then here then", grinned James. 

"Much colder, seeing as the average winter temperature for Svalbard is -12 to -lb Centigrade", said Lars. 
"Though that's actually pretty warm for its latitude. The North Atlantic Current helps to keep Svalbara's 


temperature warm and it gives it about a 20 °C higher winter temperature than other places at similar 


latitudes in Canada". 
"Is it just me?", Jason asked James. "Or is Lars full of useless facts?" 


"Its Lars. He knows more useless facts than I've drank beers", replied James. Jason laughed and Lars looked 


indignant. 

"You never know! Stuff like that could come in really useful someday", he said. 

"Yeah, I'll keep that in mind for when | emigrate to the North Pole", said James. 

“Actually, you couldn't do that", said Lars. "Cos the North Pole isn't on land, its in the middle of the Arctic 
Ocean. Even though the sea is nearly always covered with ice, the ice constantly moves, so if you tried to 


build a house there, in time it would just drift away with the ice". 


James and Jason looked at each other. "Jason", said James, very seriously. "Do you wanna give Lars a wedgie, 


or shall | do the honours?" 
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Later that day, the snow started falling again and by lb:00 there was a blizzard raging outside. Lars was 
watching a tennis match on TV, Jason was mending a remote controlled car and James had wandered into the 
kitchen to look for some beer. "Not that he needs more beer yet", said Jason, as he hunted through the 


toolbox for a tiny screwdriver. "He's had about IO cans today as I've seen". 
"Haha, you sound all serious and responsible", Lars said gleefully. 


"That's cos | am", said Jason. "Plus if James drinks all the fucking beer in the apartment, guess who he'll send 
out in this fucking weather to fetch more". 


"Ill go, l'm used to blizzards and shit like that", Lars boasted. 
"Lars, reading Artic Survival doesn't make you an expert in snow travel’, Jason said. 


"| know that. | meant cos lim from Denmark", said Lars. He waved his hands towards the window. "This is 
nothing compared with what we used to get back in Copenhagen. This is just a light shower. With my Viking 


blood, | can.".Lars continued to boast about his cold weather prowess until Jason decided he needed a break. He 


stood up and stretched, taking care not to knock any of the small pieces from out of the car onto the floor. 


"l'm just gonna go and see where James went, he's been gone for ages now". 


"OK then’, said Lars, turning his attention back to the TV. Jason wandered into the kitchen; hands in his pockets 
and looking round idly. There was a mountain of washing up in the sink and the bin was overflowing with crisp 
packets, chocolate bar wrappers and empty beer cans. / guess James is in his room or the bathroom, thought 
Jason. He went over to the fridge to get some more beer out but saw something out of the window that 
captured his attention straightaway. A figure was swaying across the street, bumping into cars and sliding on 


the frozen snow. As he passed under a lamppost, Jason saw that he had long, blonde hair and wasn't wearing a 


shirt. Jason gasped and shot out of the kitchen. 
"Hey Jase, has James found the beer yet?", Lars demanded as the bassist raced past him, heading for the hall 


"No, he's running round outside half fucking naked", Jason yelled He raced down the hall way and Lars heard 


the front door slam. 
"Umm, so what's special about that?", said Lars, absently helping himself to the last can of beer. 
Jason hurried outside after James, the cold air stinging his face and hands and his trainers crunching through 


the snow. The blizzard had quietened down a little but it was still snowing pretty heavily; flakes swirling round 


and dancing in the chilly wind. Jason found James standing by a blue saloon, a beer can in one hand and his 


other hand resting on the windscreen at the back. His hair was windblown and full of snowflakes and he was 
wearing a daft grin on his face. 


"James? What the fuck are you doing out here in this weather?", Jason exclaimed. 


"Drawing dicks on this car", said James. He giggled and pointed to the windscreen, where a large collection of 


male private parts had been etched into the frost there. 

"Fucking hell, you've got no shirt onl", Jason said impatiently. James glanced vaguely down at his bare chest. 
"You must be fucking freezing and..oh never mind". Jason put his arm around James and marched him back 
towards their apartment. James allowed himself to be led away from the car, still giggling and stumbling about 
as he tried to walk in a straight line. 

"Hi James", Lars said, looking up from the TV. "Why aren't you wearing a shirt? Aren't you cold?" 

"Yeah, he's like a fucking ice block", said Jason, steering James over to the chair nearest the radiator. "Stay 
there dude, I'll go and make you a coffee". James giggled again and Jason pulled the throw off the back off the 
settee and wrapped it around him. 

"Awww, | wanna go back out and play in the snow", James complained a little. 

"No you don't’, Jason said firmly. "You wanna sit by the heater and get warm". 

"Aww, but".James began again, then fell silent under Jason's stern gaze. 


"Make sure he stays inside Lars", said Jason. The drummer nodded and Jason headed off into the kitchen. 


"Humph", pouted James. "Jason worries too much, | was having a great time outside. | mean, jeez, | don't even 
feel cold!" 


Lars (who had started to watch the tennis again) suddenly whipped round. "Uh, say that again James?" 
"Which bit?" 

"That you don't feel cold". 

‘| don't", James insisted. Lars looked worried; his green eyes filled with concern. James’ face looked pale with a 


slight pinkish tinge on his cheeks. His eyes looked unfocused, although that could have been from the cast 
amount of beer he had consumed that day. 


"Oh shit, that's not good", Lars muttered. 


"Why not? You want me to be fucking cold?" 


"No, but.".Lars reached for his book off the coffee table. Flicking rapidly through the pages, he paused and 


began to read. "One sign of hypothermia is a lack of feeling cold in an affected individual". 
"And that means in English?" 

"James", said Lars nervously. "I think you may have hypothermia’. 

"Don't be dumb Lars", said James. "| haven't got hypothermia, | feel fine". 


"James, you will think that", said Lars. "This is serious, I'm gonna get Jase". He sped out of the room, yelling for 
the bassist. James snorted and squirmed a hand out of the throw so he could reach the TV remote. 


"Boring tennis", he said. "Let's see if there are any good movies on’. Jason returned with Lars, both of them 
looking anxious. Jason put his hand on James forehead and Lars grabbed his hand that was holding the remote 
and squeezed it. 


"Guys, stop feeling me up", James protested. "I'm trying to watch TV". 


‘Oh man, you're right Lars, he feels really cold’, Jason said, ignoring James. "We gotta get him warmed up and 


fast", 


"Let me look in my book, that'll tell us what to do", said Lars, grabbing his book again. "There's a whole chapter 
on hypothermia.one of the SAS guys gets it and his buddies have to save him from freezing to death". Jason 


leaned over Lars, breathing down his neck and James snorted again. 

"You two are overreacting! Hypothermia, my ass!" 

"James, you've probably got it in all over your body, not just in your ass", said Lars. "Ahal! Here goes..the right 
chapter". He say down and began to read quickly. "Umm, yeah, here's the bit where the affect guy doesn't feel 


cold. Hmm.he gets really cranky and mad too". 


"Ah shit, James must have it then", said Jason. "He's sure cranky at the moment". James stuck two fingers up 
at Jason and then pretended to yawn. 


"This is boring and dumb! | wanna watch TV!" 


"Right, here we are", said Lars. "We've gotta undress James, put him in a sleeping bag and..".Lars paused and 
blushed. "l.erm, uh oh..".. 


"What? What does it say?", both Jason and James demanded. 


"Umm..well, OK first, don't you guys yell at me cos it's not my idea. l'm just reading what was written in the 


book and as the author was actually in the SAS in his youth then... 
"LARS! Get to the point?", James shouted impatiently. 


"Another guy has got to get naked and get in bed with the guy who's got hypothermia’, Lars blurted out 


quickly. Even as he said the words, there was the smallest suggestion of a grin on his face. 


Two 


At Lars’ revelation, Jason raised his eyebrows and James’ cheeks flushed pink (he was probably too cold for 
them to turn full red). He pulled at one of the tassels on the end of the throw and muttered something 


inaudible. 


"Uh, well if that's what we gotta do to make James better", said Jason. He patted James on the shoulder. 
"Come on then, let's get you to, erm..bed". 


"Shit", muttered James, shaking his head. Lars and Jason grabbed him under the arms, lifted him up onto his 
feet and steered him into his bedroom that he shared with Lars. They dumped James down onto his bed and 
began undressing him. James protested weakly, trying to push his friends’ hands away. 

"OK, which one of us is gonna get in bed with him?", Jason asked Lars. 

"You", said Lars promptly. 

"Me? Uhhh.how come me?", Jason asked, going red. 

"You're bigger than me", said Lars, "so you'll have more body heat". 

"W-what the fuck?" 

"l'Il go and get a sleeping bag from out of your cupboard", said Lars. "You get undressed Jase, I'll be back in a 
minute". Lars sped out of the room before the bassist could say another word Feeling extremely embarrassed, 
Jason looked down at James, who was also blushing but he had now begun to shiver. Which wasn't surprising, 


as he had been stripped down to his briefs. 


"Ah don't worry James", said Jason, sitting down next to his friend on the bed and pulling off his own trainers. 
"Ill soon.uhh.have you warmed up in no time". 


"l, thanks Jason", said James and then he suddenly giggled, sounding disturbingly like Lars. Before Jason could 


ponder this new ominous event, Lars returned, armed with a large sleeping bag. 

"Come on Jase, hurry up and get undressed’, Lars insisted "James is freezing to death here!" 

"I am doing". Jason hastily removed the rest of his clothing while Lars helped James inside the sleeping bag. 
Both of them were giggling and whispering (probably rude) things to each other. Jason told himself that it was 
all the beer that James had drunk that was making him behave in such an odd way. He threw his trousers 


onto his bed and said, "Right, l'm uhh, ready now". 


"You've still got your boxers on’, remarked Lars, his eyes travelling over Jason's body. 


"Shit Lars, I'm not taking ‘em off in front of you", exclaimed Jason, his blush deepening. 

"But he will in front of me", said James and he and Lars both squealed with laughter. 

"You dudes are really freaking me out today", muttered Jason. 

"OK, OK, I'm going now", said Lars, trying to control his laughter. He patted James on the shoulder. "Warm up 
fast and have fun Jamie". James nodded, his eyes shining and Lars skipped out of the room. Jason gazed after 
him, nonplussed. Then he turned to look at James. Only his head was peeping out of the sleeping bag and his 
blonde hair was tumbled over his grubby pillowcase. Jason couldn't help thinking that he looked sort of cute. 


"Right, let's do this", he said, taking a deep breath and unzipping the sleeping bag again. 


Shit, | can't believe Im doing this, Jason thought, as he climbed into the sleeping bag and lay down next to James. 
| gotta do it though, James is so cold and if he really has got hypothermia, he needs heating up fast 


‘Ohhh, you're really warm Jason", said James, nestling up to the bass player. Jason gasped, partly because he 
was shy and partly because James was so cold. It felt like lying next to an ice block.a soft squishy ice block 
that was now wrapping its arms around him. 

"Uh, what are you doing dude?", Jason asked. 

"Reaching over to zip the sleeping bag back up", said James innocently. 

"Yeah, um, OK then’. Jason heard the sound of the zipper being pulled up and felt the draught vanish from his 
back. Then James put his arms back around Jason and hugged him tightly. He was grinning from ear to ear and 
he looked really excited Without realising what he was doing, Jason reached up and began to stroke James’ 
hair. James put his head onto Jason's shoulder and sighed with pleasure. 

“That's good, I'm feeling warm again now", he murmured. 

"Cool", said Jason, running his fingers through James soft, golden waves. His embarrassment was starting to 
melt away and he was enjoying being in the sleeping bag with James. He liked the feel of James’ body pressed 
up close, the texture and smell of his hair, his soft breath tickling his neck. James purred softly and began to 
massage Jason's back. 

"Hmm, Jason?", he said after a few moments of cuddling. 


"Yeah?" 


"You didn't take off your boxers, did you?" James giggled again and Jason felt himself go red. 


"Umm, no". 


"Well, shall we get naked then?", James asked. "Remember, Lars’ book said we both have to be naked for us to 


warm up properly". 
"| don't need warming up", said Jason 
"| do though", said James. 


"Hm, I'm not sure about that", said Jason. He moved his hands down James' body, placing them on his hips. "I 
think you're hot enough already. In fact..".Jason began to slowly pull James’ briefs down, "I think you could do 


with cooling down". 


James chuckled and squirmed about until he was free of his underwear. "Now I'll take yours off", he said to 


Jason, who blushed again. 


"Nah, I'm alright dude", the bass player insisted but James was already tugging at his boxers, sliding them 
down his thighs. Jason held perfectly still, his heart beating quickly from the fear and excitement of the 
situation. Sure he and James had occasionally slept in the same bed together before, usually when they were 
drunk. However, being in a sleeping bag with James, both of them stark naked.was a totally new experience. 


Jason kicked his boxers off and then carefully put his arms back around the younger guy. 

‘Oh man, this feels really weird’, he said in a low voice. 

"Yeah but good too", whispered James. He gazed at Jason for a second, before pressing his lips up against 
Jason's for a kiss. The bassist started, then returned the kiss, taking it slowly so as not to scare James. Even 
though the singer was eager and willing, Jason knew that he was inexperienced and the last thing he wanted to 
do was to rush things and spoil their first time together. James' lips were soft and warm and he tasted of 
beer and pizza. Perhaps it would have put other people off but Jason was not other people. He kissed James 
kissed hungrily; holding him close and feeling quite protective of him. AT last, the band mates paused for 
breath and they gazed at each other, half shy, half with longing. 

"| liked that", said James. 

"| did to", Jason admitted. "It was good". 


"Yes", agreed James and then he began to giggle again. "Wanna go further?" His hand moved downwards and he 
placed it on Jason's hip. 


"How far?", asked Jason, nuzzling against James neck 


James just smiled and kissed Jason again. His actions spoke far louder than any words could. 
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James and Jason lay in each others' arms, warm, sleepy and completely satisfied. James was resting his head 
on Jason's shoulder again, his cheeks were flushed, his hair was damp with sweat and his eyes were shining. 
"That was awesome", he murmured. "It was..really special’. 

Jason smiled and kissed James on his forehead. "You warm now buddy?", he asked teasingly. 

"Yeah", said James. "I guess that method from Lars' book must have really worked". 

"Ha, | dunno", smirked Jason. "I don't reckon the 2 SAS guys did exactly what we did". 

"They might have done", giggled James. "I mean, that'd explain why Lars loves the book so much". 


"Good point", Jason agreed. He kissed James again and the two guys fell silent for a few moments, just enjoying 


each others closeness. 


‘Oh yeah", said Jason, after a few minutes. "When you were outside playing in the snow earlier, why weren't 


you wearing a shirt?" 


James gazed at Jason, looking genuinely puzzled. "I wasn't wearing a shirt?" 
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Meanwhile Lars was in the kitchen.the tennis had since finished and he had started to feel peckish so he had 
gone in search of food. Hmm, lets see whats in here, Lars thought, opening the fridge. Cheese? No, it fucking 
stinks, it musta gone off. Waffles? No, | can't be assed to cook them. Lars rooted through the contents in the 
fridge until his attention was caught by the sound of the front door opening. 


That must be Kirk, Lars thought, closing the fridge and exiting the kitchen. Sure enough, there was the shape of 
Kirk in the doorway; his hair and coat covered in snowflakes. He kicked his trainers against the outside wall, 


dislodging lumps of icy snow from them. 
"Hi Kirk", said Lars, scampering over to his buddy. "How are you dude?" 
"I am c-cold’, Kirk gasped, his teeth chattering. He pulled off his coat, shook it outside and then hung it up in 


the hallway. "I d-didn't have enough money for bus fare, so l-I had to g-get off at an earlier stop and walk b- 
back about half a fucking mile". 


Lars gazed at Kirk and an evil grin spread across his face. "Follow me Kirk", he said sweetly. "I have just the 


solution To warm you up". 


The End 


